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one to travel among them as another man
light go to travel in Persia, and has done it
horoughly, being familiar with those of many
ities. John Davidson, upon the other hand,
laims to have lived his verses. In the Pro-
ogue to his just published In a Music Hall,
me reads:

I did as my desk-fellows did;
With a pipe and a tankard of beer,
In a music-hall, rancid and hot,
I lost my soul night after night.
It is better to lose one's soul,
Than never to stake it at all.

No two attitudes towards the world and liter-
ature could be more different, and despite
the community of subject no two styles could
be more dissimilar than those of John David-
son and Arthur Symons. One has more fire
and enthusiasm, and the other more art and
subtlety. Fine as much (notably the haunt-
ing and wonderful Selene Eden) certainly is,
I find my enjoyment checked continually by
some crudity of phrase. The din and glitter
one feels were far too near the writer. He has
not been able to cast them back in imaginative
dimness and distance. Of Mr. Symons'
method I will speak at length when his book
comes to me. I have but seen stray poems
and judge from them that, despite most
manifest triumphs from time to time, he will